BY  ORDER  OF  THE  SHAH

enough to make us all but burst with fury. Several times
we found the Iranians maddening in the way they directed
us, quite glibly, without in the least knowing where we
wanted to go.

We finally arrived.

"Say it with flowers" in Iran as elsewhere. The first
thing we noticed when we entered the drawing-room was
a wide deep bowl, in which grew over a hundred Madonna
lilies and clusters of white, pink, and crimson carnations.
An Iranian diplomat's eye for beauty conceived this superb
token of admiration, that it might remain for months to
cherish his charming thought. Like the age-old petitions
to Persian royalty, those flowers seemed to say: "May I
be your sacrifice?"

We strolled in the orchard among cherry trees bowed
to the ground with fruit, while our host told us of an
American girl who had visited them the week before. Un-
willing to shock the old Iranian family retainers, she decided
to put away her own silken pyjamas each morning. One
day she forgot. Dashing up to her room, she met the
house-boy.

"It's all right, khanum" he said. "I have taken the
pyjamas back to the young gentleman's room for
you!"

Lightning and thunder about Giant Demavend shat-
tered the lowering skies. We looked at the storm
raging round the mountains over which we had just
passed. The cloud above us burst. We hurried in
from tennis.

"That storm," said our host the next day, "swept away
several bridges which cannot be repaired for months.
Had you been caught, you would have found youiself
in no end of a mess."

We enquired about Rey.

"Nothing now remains of what was once the capital
of a great empire," said Rumi. "Rey, the Rhages of Tobit,
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